An Open Letter From 
The American Rodental Association 


It has come to our attention that Commodore has mice in its warehouse 
and in the upstairs offices. We refer here to the rodental mouse, 
rather than the mouse control unit, which has not been shipped as it 
still has not passed FCC. The rodental mice, incidentally, have been 
given their FCC approval. 


What's the big fuss about? A couple nibbles out of a Reese's Peanut 
Butter cup, which is about as nutritious for you as sucking a tailpipe 
(granted, it tastes marginally better). The mouse was actually doing 
you a favor by sampling your Reese's cups, not to mention build demand 
at Steve Beats "Peanut Butter Cups 'R Us" concession. There are even 
some who suggest that Mr. Beats and the mouse were actually in 
collusion. But the purpose of this memo is not to cast an accusatory 
finger with paper and ink at Mr. Beats. No, that is for his co-workers 
to do, with baseball bats and frayed serial cables, as an unruly mob. 
Will the Beats/Mouse scheme go unpunished? Maybe, but you know what 
they say about the best-laid plans of mice and men. 


The actual number of mice at Commodore is as yet undetermined. The 
phrase '1350 mouse’ has been floating around for a while, but this is 
not a reference to the. size of the mouse population, rather a term 
applying to K-Mart pricing policy. There have been aS many as three 
separate mouse sightings upstairs alone, and an indeterminate number in 
the warehouse. It is difficult to get an actual warehouse mouse count, 
due to our poor understanding of what constitutes certain Asian 
cuisines. It is also rumored that Commodore's mouse population would 
be much higher, except that Jeff Bruette has removed as many as three 
dozen mice from the warehouse for home uSe. 


To control the mouse plague, Commodore called in_- professional 
exterminators. They initially put out mousetraps, but removed them 
after several employees attended important business meetings with traps 
clamped on their lower lips. They tried The Mouse Motel, but employees 
kept going inside to use the bathroom facilities, since they were 
cleaner. They then tried clubbing them to death with refurbished disk 
drives, but Cassie sold their mouse-swatters out from under them. They 
have since developed a new, humane way to kill mice. They leave 
Six-packs of diet soda all over the warehouse. The mice drink them, 
get cancer and die. A better mousetrap--science (and cyclamates) 
marches on. 


But aren't such measures overly harsh, even misguided? What's so bad 
about having mice around anyway? Walt Disney would certainly put in a 
good word for them.: Of course, Walt is quite dead now, so any comments 
he made would have to he taken with a grain of salt. However, the mice 
are unobtruSive, proverbially quiet and keep a low profile. In a 
Herman Miller wall-ette office, the mice should be appreciated as. 
considerate neighbors. And it's not like mice carry deadly diseases. 
They do seem to get cancer a lot, but that's only because the white 
ones apparently drink an inordinate amount of coffee and diet soda and 
smoke far too many cigarettes. But mice aren't a real health hazard. 
I mean, it's not like you can get AIDS from a mouse. From a gerbil 
maybe, but not a mouse. 


Anyway, I think the people at Commodore should be pleased, even 
grateful that these mice have made themselves at home there. It's when 
they start leaving that you should worry. Consider the relationship 
between rodents and sinking ships, and then maybe you'll put out a 
whole vat of peanut butter cups to encourage them to stay. The mice, 
Commodore, and Steve Beats will thank you. 
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